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when he asked her how she liked the play. She had probably 

drawn the first analogy that came handy, and had her own reasons 
for forming that opinion; but the conclusion she came to was quite natural, 
under the circumstances. When any one tells you that he — or she — is 
not unfriendly, xof unkind, of treacherous, and tells you over and over 
again with anxious and eager iteration — why, you naturally, however un- 
suspicious you may be, begin to suspect that so much zeal in denying im- 
plies a certain reasonableness in the proposition denied. 

* 


“ be LADY doth protest too much, methinks,” said Hamlet’s mother, 


* * 

For a practical application of this truth, take up any Republican paper 
of the day, and look over its editorials. You will find that they are made 
up mainly of denials, excuses, apologies, pleas in extenuation — protesta- 
tions in the negative of all sorts and sizes. Mr. Harrison, they tell you, 
did not accept his cottage as a gift; he did xo? pay for it after the deed was 
recorded that gave it to a member of his family; he is zo¢ unpopular with 
his party; Senator Quay is of wrong to keep silence when he is accused, 
by responsible people, of being an embezzler and a defaulter; it is ot 
strange that he should do so; Mr. Wanamaker did xo/ solicit and receive 
money to buy votes; he is xo¢ an incompetent Postmaster-General; he is 
not a hypocrite, pretendir.g to religion and polluting the franchise at one 





THE DEAR LITTLE THINGS! 


FARMER HAIGHCEDE (warningly). — There be a hornets’ 
nest in that tree, young ladies ! 

Miss METROPOLE (just arrived from New York).— Oh, 
we won't disturb it; we both love birds. 


and the same time. In short, it is necessary to call the attention of the 


.public to no end of things that are of so; while there is very little to be 


said about the things that ave so. 
+ . 7 * 

Now, even supposing that the opposition press, Independent and 
Democratic, is the very father of lies, and keeps the Republican press busy 
denying innumerable slanders, ought there not to be something said on the 
positive side to prove the excellence of the Republican party’s policy and 
the virtue of the party’s leaders? Why is the lady forever protesting, for- 
ever denying, forever explaining? It was not her wont. There was a time 
when she was more self-assured, more confident; when she had less to do 
with apology and more with self-ascertion. 


* 
* * 


Be it remembered that this is the same old Republican. press that has 
done so much ‘pointing with pride” to the achievements of the Republi- 
can party. In the course of the last twenty-five years it has had to do some 
defensive fighting on account of the ‘‘carpet-bagging” in. the South, the 
Crédit Mobilier, the Whiskey Ring, Black Friday, Secretary Robeson, 
Alexander Shepherd, certain episodes in the political life of a President 
now deceased, and particularly on account of Mr. James G. Blaine. But 
these occasions have been mere exceptions to a general rule of positive and 
aggressive self-assertion: In the old days the Republican did not bother 
himself to explain that he was not in the wrong. His whole time was 
taken up in assuring you that the other fellow must naturally be in the 
wrong, and that it would waste your time to discuss the matter. 


. 
* * 


There has been a great change here — whether it is a change of heart 
or of conscience or a change of the nervous system we will not attempt to 
say. But there has been a change, and every one can see it. The 
Republican party, for the first time in its existence, is making a defensive 
fight all along the line. And that means that it can not make an offensive 
fight, for it certainly would if it could. And this change of front is most 
clearly shown in its new attitude on the tariff question. 


* 
” * 


It is only four years ago since this same Republican press denounced 
any proposition to amend the protective tariff as rank blasphemy. The 


Democrat who would lift his hand against that sacred institution was no . 


less than a traitor to his country and an ally of England, bought with 


British gold. Details were not to be considered — not so much as talked of.’ 


The bare idea of a revision of the tariff was infamous, insulting, outrage- 
ous. And, lo and behold! to-day these proud sheets are engaged in ex- 
plaining to the common people — just as if the common people could under- 
stand such things — that a tariff on carpet-wools really will zo¢ greatly hurt 
the carpet business; that a tax on clothing-wools really does of seriously 
burden the consumer, and that it is really o¢ so very unjust .o put up the 
price of tin plate in order to enable Mr. John Jarrett to have a monopoly 
of the business, and to establish a tin-plate industry in this country — an 
industry which we need about as much as we need a giraffe industry or a 
polar-bear industry. 
a , * 

There is a reason for this change, and the reason need not be shrouded 
in mystery. - The Republican press is certainly not in the van of progress ; 
but it is miles ahead of the Republican politician. It is nearer to the 
people; it is more in the way of learning of the growth of popular thought 
and general intelligence. The newspaperman, be he never so dull, never 
so self-centred, never so narrow-minded, (and we think that a good many 
newspapermen might broaden their horizons with advantage to themselves, ) 
is indisputably more in the way of hearing what the world is talking about 
than the politician who spends the best part of his working-time shut up 
at Washington among other politicians; moving among his constituents 
only to ‘*canvass” them with a view to his re-election. 


* 
* 


* 

And so the Republican newspaperman, seeing something — none 
too much — of the signs of the times, is aware of the fact that the leaders 
of his party are tempting Providence with their extravagant, mad, sense- 
less exaggerations of ideas and policies that were useful in days gone by, 
but are useful no longer. The Republican newspaperman does net know 
more than is absolutely necessary to move him to get under shelter when 
a political deluge is about to pour down on his head; but that much he 
knows; and that much the average ‘‘statesman” at Washington does 


not know. 
* 
* 


* 

And that is why the lady protests so much. It is the business of 
a partisan press to interpret and outwardly manifest the party to which it 
belongs, and of which it is a part. The Republican press, taken as a 
whole, knows that the Republican party is flying in the face of an intel- 
ligent public sentiment, growing day by day, when it tries to saddle the 
country with measures like Mr. Henry Cabot Lodge’s ‘Force Bill,” and 
to raise a customs tariff already absurdly high. That, under such circum- 
stances, the Republican press should devote its entire energies to protesting 
that these things are not as bad as they seem is not to be wondered at. 
What else can it do—except to ‘ point with pride” to the growth of the 
Navy founded by Secretary Whitney, of the late Democratic Administra- 
tion ? 
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THE LORDLY JANITOR. 






H, THIS is the time that the janitor’s soul 
A) Is lit with a rapturous gilding, 
While watching the dust-raising vehicles roll 
From the iop of his twelve-story building. 


} The roof of that twelve-story building, forsooth, 
: Of his joy is the very foundation, 
wis Because it’s the spot where his lost golden youth 
He renews in these days of vacation. 


Upon that great pile, an Olympian mead, 
He feels like a sea-gull in skyland, 

While swinging his hammock from worriment freed, 
And gazing at far Coney Island. 


It is while he is smoking his briar-wood pipe, 
Brightly glows in his satisfied vision 
His garden of lettuce and radishes ripe, 
And his chickens for banquets Elysian. 


Full often at night when the thoroughfare ’s still, 
He invites O’Rourke, Murphy, McCarty, 
O’Hoolihan, Mooney, McCann and McGill, 
And their families to a lawn party. 


’Neath Japanese lanterns they sing merry songs, 
While tripping ‘‘ break-down ” or cotillon, 
Or get jolly drunk over Ireland’s wrongs, 
While they paint the old building vermilion. 


Where the goat capers round as though free in green lots, 
We see, as wild fun-fact recorders, 

A number of white-pillowed feathery cots 
That belong to the janitor’s boarders. 


He keeps a sky parlor, a cloudland hotel, 
And a beer garden jumbled together ; 

Of creation he’s simply a lord and a swell, 
With no terminus unto his tether. 


He’s as proud as the coal-man when Winter is wroth, 
He’s as proud as the ice-man in Summer, 
And more independent and haughty than both 
Combined with the druggist and plumber. 
mE BE 


HE UNDERSTANDS IT NOW. 


THE PRESIDENT.—Do you know I never fully realized the force of the 
assertion that America is the «¢ Land of the Free” until now. 

LIGE.— Indeed? 

THE PRESIDENT.— No; but as I sit down in this free cottage, look at 
its free furnishings, and partake of the free viands, the truth of the poet’s 
words is brought home to me very forcibly. 
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FROM HIS POINT OF VIEW. 


SALLY.—Why, there 's Mr. Biggs! Is he quite well again ? 
Maup.—*That 's what I asked him this morning. 

SALLY.— What did he say ? 

MAup. — He said he was gettting round in good shape. 
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BEATEN BY HIS TASK 

Visitok.— Poor fellow, is he violent ? 

ATTENDANT.— Once in a while. You see he started early 
in the season to keep the scores and percentages of the different 
base-ball associations and brotherhoods, and it was too much 
for his brain. 


THE OLD MAN A MATCH FOR HIM. 
OLD SCADDs (wrathfully ). — Why, since you ’ve been 
to college you ’ve done nothing but distinguish yourself as an 
all-around ‘rake !” 
YOUNG SCADbs.— So did the great Alcibiades. 
OLD SCADDs.—Yes; but Alcibiades knew Greek, 
and you don’t! 





WONDER WHY. 


JOHNSON.—Some people are continually wanting 
to know the why and wherefore of everything. They 
are not content to accept facts as they find them. 

JACKSON.—Yes, you ’re right. I wonder why it is. 


WILL LIKE HIM. 
Mr. OLDUN.— I hope you will like my son, Miss Kimmer. 
Miss KIMMER.— Oh, yes, I’m sure I shall. I am one of those that 
believe in the saying: ‘‘ Like father, like son.” 


AN AVERAGE STORE. 


MopIsH LADy.—lI wish to look at some — some under- 
clothing. 
FLOOR WALKER. — Yes, Madam. Mr. Counter! 


attend to this lady, please. 
* 


> 
TN . . 
pit a BASHFUL GENTLEMAN. — Have you men’s 


Ai) undergarments ? 
ae ee FLOOR WALKER.—Yes, sir. Miss Psyche! 


this way, please. 


A TRUE WORD is often spoken in jest; but we 
always like it to be about some other fellow. 


TIME IS MONEY — But, oddly, the only way to 
> save it is to use it. 


|v IS BETTER to wear out than to rust out; but 
men are a good deal like their coats; when 
worn out they get rusty. 


UNHABITABLE DOWNS — Feather-beds in August. 


THE MAN who howls loudest about the «equality of man” 
is invariably the man who is most firmly convinced that 
the world contains no one equal to himself. 
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‘’ WAS A DIM, quiet room in an old- fashioned New York house, with win- 

| dows opening upon a garden that was trim and attractive, even in its 
Winter dress— for the rose-bushes were all bundled up 
in straw ulsters. The room was ample, yet it had a 
cosy air. Its dark hangings suggested comfort and 
luxury, with no hint of gloom. A hundred pretty trifles 
told that it was a young girl’s room: in the deep alcove 
nestled her dainty white bed, draped with lace and 
ribbons. 

‘¢T was so afraid 1’d be late!” 

The door opened, and two pretty girls came in, one 
in hat and furs, the other in a modest house-dress. 
The girl in the furs, who had been afraid that she 
would be late, was fair, with a bright color in her 
cheeks, and an eager, intent look in her clear brown 
eyes. The other girl was dark-eyed and dark-haired, 
dreamy, with a soft, warm, dusky color in her face. 

They were two very pretty girls indeed — or, rather, two 
girls about to be very pretty, for neither one was eighteen years old. 

The dark girl glanced at a little porcelain clock. 

‘¢ You are in time, dear,” she said, and helped her companion to take 
off her wraps. 

Then the two girls crossed 
the room, and with a caressing 
and almost a reverent touch, 
the dark girl opened the doors 
of a little carven cabinet that 
hung upon the wall, above 
a small table covered with a 
delicate white cloth. In its 
depths, framed in a mat of 
odorous double violets, 
stood the photograph of 
the face of a handsome 
man of forty—a_ face 
crowned with clustering 
black locks, from beneath 
which a pair of large, 
mournful eyes looked out 
with something like relig- 
ious fervor in their rapt 
gaze. It was the face of 
a foreigner. 

‘«‘Q Esther!” cried 
the other girl, «how beau- 
tifully you have dressed him 
to-day!” 

“<6 1 wanted to get more,” Esther said; ‘* but I ’ve spent almost all my 
allowance —and they do cost shockingly. Come, now —” with another 
glance at the clock — don’t let’s lose any more time, Louise dear.” 

She brought a couple of tiny candles in Sévres candlesticks, and two 
little silver saucers, in which she lit fragrant pastilles. - As the pale grey 
smoke arose, floating in faint wreaths and spirals before the enshrined 
photograph, Louise sat down and gazed intently upon the little altar. 
Esther went to her piano and watched the clock. It struck two. Her hands 
fell softly on the keys, and, studying a printed programme in front of her, 
she began to play an overture. After the overture she played one or two 
pieces of the regular concert stock. Then she paused. 

‘*] can’t play the Tschaikowski piece,” she explained. 

‘* Never mind,” said the other. ‘Let us wait for him in silence.” 

The hands of the clock pointed to 2:29. Each girl drew a quick 
breath, and then the one at the piano began to sing softly, almost inaudi- 
bly, ‘*les Rameaux” in a transcription for tenor of Faure’s great song. 
When it was ended, she played and sang the encore. Then, with her 
fingers touching the keys so softly that they awakened only an echo-like 
sound, she ran over the numbers that intervened between the first tenor 
solo and the second. Then she sang again, as softly as before. 
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THE TENOR. 


The fair-haired girl sat by the little table, gazing intently on the pict- 
ure. Her great eyes seemed to devour it, and yet there was something 
absent-minded, speculative, in her steady look. She did not speak until 
Esther played the last number on the programme. 

‘¢ He had three encores for that last Saturday, 
played the three encores. 

Then they closed the piano and the little cabinet, and exchanged an 
innocent girlish kiss, and Louise went out, and found her father’s coupé 
waiting for her, and was driven away to her great, gloomy home near 
Central Park. 

Louise Laura Latimer and Esther Van Guilder were the only children 
of two families which, though they were possessed of the three ‘* Rs” which 
are all and more than are needed to insure admission to New York society 
— Riches, Respectability and Religion —yet were not in Society; or, at 
least, in the society that calls itself Society. This was not because Society 
was not willing to have them. It was because they thought the world too 
worldly. Perhaps this was one reason — although the social horizon of the 
two families had expanded somewhat as the girls grew up — why Louise 
and Esther, who had been playmates from their nursery.days, and who had 
grown up to be two uncommonly sentimental, fanciful, enthusiastically 
morbid girls, were to be found spending a bright Winter afternoon Lolding 

a ceremonial service of worship 
before the photograph of a 
French tenor. 

It happened to be a 
French tenor whom they 
were worshiping. It might 
as well have been anybody 
or any thing else. They 
were both at that period 
of girlish growth when 
the young female bosom 
is torn by a hysterical 
craving to worship some- 
thing —any thing. They 
had been studying music, 
and they had selected the 
tenor who was the sensa- 
tion of the hour in New 
York for their idol. They 
had heard him only on 
the concert stage; they 
were never likely to see 
him nearer. But it was a 

mere matter of chance 
that the idol was not a Bos- 
ton Transcendentalist, 2 Faith-Cure Healer, a Popular Preacher, or a ring- 
letted old maid with advanced ideas of Woman’s Mission. The ceremonies 
might have been different in form: the wor- 
ship would have been the same. 

M. Hypolite Rémy was certainly the 
musical hero of the hour. When his ad- 
vance notices first appeared, the New 
York critics, who are a singularly un- 
confiding, incredulous lot, were inclined 
to discount his European reputation. 
When they learned that he was not only 
a great artist, but a man whose char- Pe 
acter was ‘‘wholly free from that deplor- 
able laxity which is so often a blot on 
the proud escutcheon of his noble pro- 
fession;”’ that he had married an Ameri- 
can lady; that he had ‘‘embraced the 
Protestant religion” — no sect was speci- 
fied, possibly to avoid jealousy — and that 
his health was delicate, they were moved to 
suspect that he might have to ask that allowances be made for his singing. 
But when he arrived, his triumph was comnlete. He was as handsome a; 


”? 


she said, and Esther 
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his pictures, if he was a trifle short, a shade too stout. He was a singer 
of genius, toc; with a splendid voice and a sound method — on the whole. 
It was before the days of the Wagner autocracy, and perhaps his tremolo 
passed unchallenged as it could not now; but he was a great artist. He 
knew his business as well as his advance-agent knew his. The Rémy 
Concerts were a splendid success. Reserved seats, $5. For the Series 
of Six, $25. 

On the following Monday, Esther Van Guilder returned her friends’ 
call, in response to an urgent invitation, despatched by mail. Louise 
Latimer’s great bare room was incapable of transmutation into a cosy nest 
of a boudoir. There was too much of its heavy raw silk 
furniture — too much of its vast, sarcophagus-like bed 












—too much of its upholsterer’s elegance, regard- CO 
less of cost—and taste. An enlargement from an (e ; 
ambrotype of the original Latimer, as he ar- SS 


rived in New York from New Hampshire, 
and a photograph of a ‘child subject” by 
Millais, were all her works of art. It 
was not to be doubted that they had 
climbed upstairs from a front parlor 
of an earlier stage of social develop- 


ment. The farm-house was six 

generations behind Esther: two 

behind Louise. }) Tv \ ZF 
7 . . | // a ~ 
Esther found her friend in a = | VM ih 

state of almost feverish excitement. / oe } 


Her eyes shone; the color burned high 
on her clear cheeks. 

«¢ You never would guess what I’ve done, dear!” she began, as soon 
as they were alone in the big room. ‘I’m going to see Aim —to speak 
to him — Esther /” Her voice was solemnly hushed, ‘to serve him!” 

‘¢Oh, Louise! what do you mean?” 

«¢ To serve him — with my own hands! To—to— help him on with 
his coat—1 don’t know—to do something that a servant does — any 
thing, so that I can say that once, once only, just for an hour, I have been 
near him, been of use to him, served him in one little thing, as loyally as 
he serves OUR ART.” 

Music was THEIR art, and no capitals could tell how much it was 
theirs or how much of an art it was. 

‘¢ Louise,” demanded Esther, with a frightened look, ‘‘are you crazy?” 

‘‘No. But first, read this!” She handed the other girl a clipping 
from the advertising columns of a newspaper. 





HAMBERMAID AND WAITRESS.—WANTED, A NEAT 
and willing girl, for light work. Apply to Mme. Kémy, The 
Midlothian, Broadway 


‘¢T saw it just by accident, Saturday, after I left you. Papa had left 
his paper in the coupé. I was going up to my First Aid to the Injured 
Class — it ’s at four o’clock now, you know. I made up my mind right 
off — it came to me like an inspiration. I just waited until it came to the 
place where they showed how to tie up arteries, and then | slipped out. 
Lots of the girls slip out in the horrid parts, you know. And then, instead of 
waiting in the ante-room, I put on my wrap, and pulled the hood over my 
head and ran off to the Midlothian —it’s just around the corner, you 

know. And I saw his wife.” 
‘¢ What was she like?” queried Esther, 
eagerly. 
‘¢Oh, I don’t know. Sort of horrid — 
actressy. She had a pink silk wrapper 
with swansdown all over it — at four 
o'clock, think! I was aw/fudly frightened 
when I got there; but it was n’t the 
least trouble. She hardly looked at me, 
and she engaged me right off. She just 
asked me if I was willing to do a whole 
lot of things —I forget what they were, 
and where | ’d worked before. I said at 
Mrs. Barcalow’s.” 

‘¢¢ Mrs. Barcalow’s?’” 

‘* Why, yes-— my Aunt Amanda, don’t you know — up in Framing- 
ham. I always have to wash the tea-cups when I go there. Aunty says 
that everybody has got to do something in her house.” 

‘¢Oh, Louise!” cried her friend, in shocked admiration; ** how can 
you think of such things?” 

‘¢Well, I did. And she —his wife, you know —just said: «Oh, | 
suppose you ’Il do as well as any one —all you girls are alike.’ ” 

‘¢ But did she really take you for a — servant?” 

‘¢ Why, yes, indeed. It was raining. I had that old ulster on, you 
know. I’m to go at twelve o’clock next Saturday.” 

‘¢ But, Louise!” cried Esther, aghast, ‘* you don’t truly mean to go!” 

‘¢] do!” cried Louise, beaming triumphantly. 

‘© Oh, Louise /” 

«Now, listen, dear, said Miss Latimer, with 
enthusiastic young lady with New England blood in her veins, 








the decision of an 
‘Don’t 
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say a word till I tell you what my plan is. I’ve thought it all out, and 
you ’ve got to help me.” 

Esther shuddered. 

‘¢You foolish child!” cried Louise. Her eyes were sparkling: she 
was in a state of ecstatic excitement; she could see no obstacles to the 
carrying out of her plan. ‘+ You don’t think I mean to s¢ay there, do you? 
I’m just going at twelve o’clock, and at four he comes back from the 
matinée, and at five o’clock I ’m going to slip on my things and run 
downstairs, and have you waiting for me in the coupé, and off we go. 
Now do you see? 

It took some time to bring Esther’s less venturesome spirit up to the point 
of assisting in this bold undertaking; but she began, after a while, to feel the 
delights of vicarious enterprise, and in the end the two girls, their checks 

flushed, their eyes shining feverishly, their voices tremulous with childish 
eagerness, resolved themselves into a committee of ways and means; 
for they were two well-guarded young women, and to engineer five 
hours of liberty was difficult to the verge of impossibility. How- 
ever, there is a financial manoeuvre known as ‘kiting checks,” 
whereby A exchanges a check with B and B swops with A again, 
playing an imaginary balance against time and the Clearing 
House; and by a similar scheme, which an acute student of 
social ethics has called ‘kiting calls,” the girls found that they 
could make Saturday afternoon their own, without one glance 
from the watchful eyes of Esther’s mother or Louise’s aunt 
— Louise had only an aunt to reckon with. 

«¢ And, oh, Esther,” cried the bolder of the conspirators, 
‘“‘T ’ve thought of a trunk — of course I ’ve got to havea 
trunk, or she would ask me where it was, and i could n’t tell 
her a fib. Don’t you remember the French maid who died 
three days after she came here? Her trunk is up in the store- 
room still, and I don’t believe anybody will ever come for it — it ’s been 

there seven years now. Let’s go up and look at it.” 

The romped upstairs to the 
great unused upper story, where heaps of 
household rubbish obscured the dusty half- 
windows. In a corner, behind Louise’s baby 
chair and an unfashionable hat-rack of the 
old steering-wheel pattern, they found the 
little brown-painted tin trunk, corded up 
with clothes-line. 

‘‘Louise!” said Esther, hastily, «* what 
did you tell her your name was?” 

‘¢] just said ‘Louise’.” 

Esther pointed to the name painted 
on the trunk, 


LOUISE LEVY. 


girls 





‘It is the hand of Providence,” she said. 
Somehow, now, I’m sure you ’re quite right to go.” 

And neither of these conscientious young ladies reflected for one 
minute on the discomfort which might be occasioned to Madame Rémy by 
the defection of her new servant a half-hour before dinner-time on Satur- 
day night. 


‘©Oh, child, it’s you, is it?” was Mme. Remy’s greeting at twelve 
o’clock on Saturday. ‘* Well, you ’re punctual—and you look clean. 
Now, are you going to break my dishes or are you going to steal my rings? 


Well, we ’Il find out soon enough. Your trunk ’s up in your room. Go 
up to the servants’ quarters — right at the top of those stairs there. Ask 


for the room that belongs to apartment 11. You room with their girl.” 

Louise was glad of a moment’s respite. She had taken the plunge; 
she was determined to go through to the end. But her heart wou/d 
beat and her hands wou/d tremble. She climbed up six flights of wind- 
ing stairs, and found herself weak and dizzy when she reached the top 
and gazed around her. She was in a great half-story room, eighty feet 
square. The most of it was filled with heaps of old furniture and bedding, 
rolls of carpet, of canvas, of oilcloth, and odds and ends of discarded or 
unused household gear — the dust thick over all. A little space had been 
left around three sides, to give access to three rows of cell-like rooms, 
in each of which the ceiling sloped from the very door to a tiny window 
at the level of the floor. In each room was a bed, a bureau that served 
for wash-stand, a small looking-glass, and one or two trunks. Women’s 
dresses hung on the whitewashed walls. She found No. 11, threw off, 
desperately, her hat and jacket, and sunk down on the little brown tin 
trunk, trembling from head to foot. 

‘¢ Hello,” said a cheery voice. 
dirty calico dress. 

‘¢ Just come?” inquired this person, with agreeable informality. She 
was a good-looking large girl, with red hair and bright cheeks. She leaned 
against the door-post and polished her finger-nails with a little brush. 
Her hands were shapely. 

‘¢Ain’t got onto the stair-climbing racket yet, eh? 
‘Louise Levy,’” she read the name on the trunk. 
Can’t tell nothin’ ’bout names, can you? 


She looked up and saw a girl ina 


You ’ll get used 
You don’t look 
My name ’s 


to it. 
like a sheeny. 
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Slattery. You ’d think I was Irish, wouldn’t you? Well, I ’m straight 
Ne’ York. I ’d be dead before I was Irish. Born here. Ninth Ward 
an’ next to an engine-house. How ’s that? There ’s white Jews, too. 
I worked for one, pickin’ sealskins down in Prince Street. Most took 
the lungs out of me. But that was n’t why I shook the biz. It queered 
my hands—see? I’m goin’ to be married in the Fall to a German 
gentleman. He ain’t so Dutch when you know him, though. He’sa 
grocer. Drivin’ now; but he buys out the boss in the Fall. How’s that? 
He ’s dead stuck on my hooks, an’ I have to keep ’em lookin’ good. I 
come here because the work was light. I don’t have to work — only to be 
doin’ somethin’, see? Only got five halls and the lamps. You got a fam’ly 
job, I s’pose? I would n’t have that. I don’t mind the Sooprintendent ; 
but I ’d be dead before I ’d be bossed by a woman, see? Say, what fam’ly 
did you say you was with?” 

This stream of talk had acted like a nerve-tonic on Louise. She was 

able to answer: 
‘«¢M—Mr. Rémy.” 
‘«‘Ramy?—oh, lord! Got the job with His Tonsils? 
Well, you won’t keep it long. They ’re meaner ’n 
wae three balls, see? Rent their room up here and chip 
— in with eleven. Their girls don’t never stay. Well, 
I got to step, or the Sooprintendent ’Il be borin’ my 
ear. So long.” 

But Louise had fled down the stairs. ‘* His Tonsils” rang 
in her ears. What blasphemy! What sacrilege! She could 
scarcely listen to Mme. Rémy’s first instructions. 

The household was parsimonious. Louise washed the 
caterer’s dishes —he made a reduction in his price. Thus 
she learned that a late breakfast took the place of luncheon. 

She began to feel what this meant. The beds had been made; 
but there was work enough. She helped Mme. Rémy to sponge a heap of 
faded finery — “er dresses. If they had been 47s coats! Louise bent her 
hot face over the tawdry silks and satins, and clasped her parboiled little 
finger-tips over the wet sponge. At half-past three Mme. Rémy broke the 
silence. ‘¢We must get ready for Musseer,” she said. An ecstatic joy filled 
Louise’s being. The hour of her reward was at hand. 

Getting ready for ‘‘Musseer” proved to be an appalling process. 
First they brewed what Mme. Rémy called a ‘‘teaze Ann.” After the 
tisane, a host of strange foreign drugs and cosmetics were marshalled in 
order. Then water was set to heat on a gas-stove. Then a little table 
was neatly set. 

«¢ Musseer has his dinner at half-past four,” Madame explained. ‘1 
don’t take mine till he ’s laid down and | ’ve got him off to the concert. 
There, he ’s coming now. Sometimes he comes home pretty nervous. If 
he ’s nervous, don’t you go and make a fuss, do you hear, child?” 

The door opened, and Musseer entered, wrapped in a huge frogged 
overcoat. There was no doubt that he was. nervous. He cast his hat 
upon the floor, as if he were Jove dashing a thunderbolt. Fire flashed from 
his eyes. He advanced upon his wife and thrust a newspaper in her face 
—a little pinky sheet, a notorious blackmailing publication. 

«¢ Zees,” he cried, ‘¢is your work!” 

‘¢ What zs it, now, Hipleet?” demanded Mme. Rémy. 

«¢ Vot it ees?” shrieked the tenor. ‘It ees ze history of how zey have 
heest me at Nice! It ees all zair— how I have been heest — in zis sacré 
sheet — in zis hankairchif of infamy! And it ees you zat have told it to zat 
devil of Rastignac — ¢rvaitresse /” 

«‘ Now, Hipleet,” pleaded his wife, ‘if I can’t learn enough French 
to talk with you, how am I going to tell Rastignac about your being 
hissed ?” 

This reasoning silenced Mr. Rémy for an instant only. 

«¢ You voed have done it!” he cried, sticking out his chin and thrust- 
ing his face forward. 

‘¢ Well, 1 did n’t,” said Madame, ‘‘and nobody reads that thing, any 
way. Now, don’t you mind it, and let me get your things off, or you ’Il 
be catching cold.” 

Mr. Rémy yielded at last to the necessity of self-preservation, and 
permitted his wife to remove his frogged overcoat, and to unwind him from 
a system of silk wraps to which the Gordian knot was a slip-noose. This 
done, he sat down before the dressing-case, and Mme. Rémy, after tying a 
bib around his neck, proceeded to dress his hair and put brilliantine on his 
moustache. Her husband enlivened the operation by reading from the 
pinky paper. 

‘It ees not gen-air-al-lee known — zat zees dees-tin- guished tenor vos 
heest on ze pob-lic staidj at Nice — in ze year —” 

Louise leaned against the wall, sick, faint and frightened, with a 
strange sense of shame and degradation at her heart. At last the tenor’s 
eye fell on her. 

‘«¢ Anozzair eediot?” he inquired. 

‘¢ She ain’t very bright, Hipleet,” replied his wife; «‘but I guess she ’Il 
do. Louise, open the door — there ’s the caterer.” 

Louise placed the dishes upon the table mechanically. The tenor sat 
himself at the board, and tucked a napkin in his neck. 

‘««And how did the Benediction Song go this afternoon?” inquired 
his wife. 

«Ze Bénédiction? Ah! One encore, One on-lee. Zese pigs ot 


Américains. I t’row my pairls biffo’ swine. Chops once more! You 
vaat to mordair me? Vat do zis mean, madame? You ar-r-r-re in lig 
wiz my enemies. All ze vorlt is against ze ar-r-r-teest !” 

The storm that followed made the first seem a zephyr. The tenor 
exhausted his execratory vocabulary in French and English. At last, by 
way of a dramatic finale, he seized the plate of chops and flung it from 
him. He aimed at the wall; but Frenchmen do not pitch well. With a 
ring and a crash, plate and chops went through the broad window-pane. 
In the moment of stricken speechlessness that followed, the sound of the 
final smash came softly up from the sidewalk. 

‘¢ Ah-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-ah !” 

The tenor rose to his feet with the howl] of an anguished hyena. 

‘¢Oh, good gracious!” cried his wife; «‘he’s going to have one of 
his creezes — his creezes de nare!” 

He did have a crise de nerfs. ‘Ten dollair!” he yelled, «‘ten dol- 
lair of glass!” He tore his pomaded hair; he tore off his bib and his 
neck-tie, and for three minutes without cessation he shrieked wildly and 
unintelligibly. It was possible to make out, however, that <‘arteest ” and 
‘¢ten dollair’”? were the themes of his improvisation. Finally he sank 
exhausted into the chair, and his white-faced wife rushed to his side. 

‘‘Louise!” she cried, ‘get the foot-tub out of the closet while I 
spray his throat, or he can’t sing a note. Fill it up with warm water — 
120 degrees — there ’s the thermometer — and bathe his feet.” 

Trembling from head to foot, Louise obeyed her orders, and brought 
the foot-tub, full of steaming water. Then she knelt down and began to 
serve the maestro for the first time. She took off his shoes. Then she 
looked at his socks. Could she do it? 

‘‘Eediot!” gasped.the sufferer, «‘ make haste! I die!” 

‘‘Hold your mouth open, dear,” said Madame, ‘I have n’t half 
sprayed you.” 

“Ah! you /” cried the tenor. ‘¢Cat! Devil! It ees you zat have killed 
me!” And moved by an access of blind rage, he extended his arm, and 
thrust his wife violently from him. 

Louise rose to her feet, with a hard, set, good old 
New England look on her face. She lifted the tub 
of water to the level of her breast, and then she 
inverted it on the tenor’s head. For one in- 
stant she gazed at the deluge, and at the 
bath-tub balanced on the maestro’s head 
like a helmet several sizes too large — 
then she fled like the wind. 

Once in the servants’ quarters, she 
snatched her hat and jacket. From be- 
low came mad yells of rage. 

‘¢] kill hare! give me my knife — 
give me my rivvolvare! Au secours! 
Assassin !”’ 

Miss Slattery appeared in the doorway, still polishing her nails. 

«« What have you done to His Tonsils?” she inquired. ‘ He’s pretty 
hot, this trip.” 

‘¢ How can I get away from here?” cried Louise. 

Miss Slattery pointed to a small door. Louise rushed down a long 
stairway — another — and yet others—- through a great room where there 
was a smell of cooking and a noise of fires— past white-capped cooks 
and scullions—through a long stone corridor, and out into the street. 
She cried aloud as she saw Esther’s face at the window of the coupé. 

She drove home — cured. 










Owing to the 
Sudden Indisposition 
of 


M. Rémy, 





There will be no 
Concert 
This Evening. 
Money Refunded at the 
Box Office. 


i nae il re j 
' H!. C. Bunner. 




































Mayle 


NARRAGANSETT BALKED. 


Mr. BLOCKETT. — What the deuce is that, Carry ? 
Miss CORBIN.— Miss Brattle, of Boston, is just going in for her morning dip. 





OCCUPATION. ACCOUNTED FOR. 
HOWELL GIBBON (at te club window ).— Aw — ‘‘T understand that Tolstoi is in poor health.” 
yaw! I weally don’t know what to do! ‘‘Yes. The sudden rise of Ibsen in Boston has given him nervous 
BARKER CARPER.— Why don’t you keep on _prostration.” 
doing nothing? asta ve 
A WESTERN CORN-SONG. 
ONE ADVANTAGE OVER THE EARTH. With the shucks we stuff our bed, 


With the juice we make our liquors; 
Ground, we bake it into bread, 
Whole — it in the fire-place flickers. 


FAusT.— I suppose the mercury gets pretty 
high down there sometimes. 

MEPHISTO.—Yes; but we are never troubled 
with humidity. 


THREE OF A KIND. 
‘¢Since the apple and peach crops have 
proved such total failures, I don’t seem to feel 
so lonesome as I did,” said the Chicago World’s 
Fair, reflectively. 





HE KNEW WHAT HE NEEDED. x ee 
Mr. HACKENSACK.— Have you any bars for windows that | he 

will keep mosquitos out? 
STORE-KEEPER.— Yes, sir; here you are, just the thing. Bae ys N Py 
Mr. HACKENSACK.—What, those wire nettings ? Why, bless am ta & 

your soul, man, I want iron bars! I live in New Jersey. Bi tH aS Ci CAS, yy ‘ 


THE SUNNY SIDE OF THE TROUBLE. " #EZ ' YY My) ; 
DRUMMER.— The strike on the New York Central caused a ea a | . 
great deal of annoyance; but it gave rise toa number of amusing the 
incidents. . 
COMMUTER.— Yes; what a fund of new stories it will furnish 
to President Depew! 
AT THE SEASIDE: 
CHARLIE BEACH.—Will you be mine forever and a day? 
SUSIE Rocks.— Ye-e-es. At least — for the day. 

















YOUNG LOVERS. ——————————_— a 
GAWGE.— Is n’t it delightful to sit in a hammock together? SSS Sg N\\ 
MAWDE.— Yes. It draws us together so. — 

oenned — 

THE KNIGHTS OF LABOR seem to care more for the injury of anna 

one than the injury of thousands. : f 























F THE organization of Labor continues, it may not be long before a 
g . es " 
prisoner who expects an unfavorable verdict can have the jury ordered HE FORGOT HIMSELF. 


out on strike. PARSON BLUETT. — Brother Richard will please take up 


fter leaving the ship high, d d t ithout the collection. 
y go rg _— 
|T IS aerate after yr yo Ip hig vie homed rary J ve . : ns 2 DEADWOOD Dick (the converted road-agent, reaching for his | 
moment’s notice — that the discontented striker bawls for «fair play hip-pocket).— Throw up yer hands, gents! Er —hold on-- I 


mean, be liberal, brethren, for the good cause! 


and ‘‘ arbitration.” 
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BUILDING THE HIGH-TARIFF TOMB F¢ 














OMB FOR THE REPUBLICAN PHARAOHS. 
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A CHECKERED CAREER. 

his head over the side 0’ the ship, grabbed the other barrel in his teeth, an’ swallered 
Then he give a snort you could ‘a’ heard ten mile, 
We never seen 


SKEENERS, THE CLAM MAN. — Ya-as; them was great days. It’s purty dull here 
fer a man like me, thet 's be'n havin’ excitin’ adventures all his life. 

JOHNNY HARRINGTON, } (who have strayed over from the Surf House, on the Point). 

CLINTON KING, § , 

§ Pirate? 
¢ Sea Serpent? 

SKEENERS, THE CLAM MAN.— Pirates, you says? Many's the time I seen ‘em. 
Once, when we was off Jibber-ralter, we was captured by ole Cap'n Kidd himself, an’ — 

JOHNNY HARRINGTON. —I thought he was hung over a hundred and fifty 
years ago. 

SKEENERS, THE CLAM MAN. — That's the story, but he wasn’t, though; he got 
away the day before the execution, an’ went right at it ag’in. He must ‘a’ been purty 
old, though, when he caught us. He had a crutch in one hand an’ his speakin’ trumpet 
in the other, an’ his belt was al} stuck full o' swords an’ horse-pistols. He says through 
his speakin’ trumpet: ‘‘ Make ‘em all: walk the plank!" he says. They all had to do 
it, till it come my turn; I says to him: ‘Look ‘ere, Cap'n, live an’ let live is my 
motter — let's call this thing square,’ I says to him. He said he did n't have no hard 
feelin's, an’ he put me ashore at the next place we come to. He was a good-hearted 
ole feller, when you got on the right side of him. He told me the reason he got to 
bein’ a pirate was on account o' goin’ round the hotels when he was a boy, playin’ 
pool fer drinks, an' so on. You was askin’ me ‘bout sea serpents, I b'lieve. W'y, I've 
seen ‘em all sizes, from little ones no larger 'n that house o' mine, up to great big 
fellers twice as long as the hotel over yender. We got used to seein’ ‘em round the 
ship, an’ after awhile we did n't pay much attention to ‘em. One of ‘em got so tame, 
he 'd come up close an’ git fed every mornin’. We always fed him two barrels o’ 
crackers an’ a bundle o’ salt codfish; we named him Billy, an’ we had an iron collar 
round his neck with a padlock on it. Once we played a joke on him, an’ only give 
him one barrel o' crackers. He was so mad, he rared right up out o' the water, stuck 


— Did you ever see a 


THE. AYES HAVE IT. 


BILL COLE.— Say, old boy, those typewritten letters of yours 
are full of errors—zw’s used for z’s, /’s for ¢’s, and dollar- 
marks for s’s. 

JacK Woop.— Ah! But you ought to see her ?7’s. 


A SLUR ON THE ‘“‘4o0o.” 
‘¢Do you publish society intelligence in your paper?” 
Epiror.— No. There’s very little to publish. 


VERY TRUE. 
‘¢A cyclorama is the most satisfactory kind of picture, 
after all.” 
‘¢Why do you think that?” 
‘¢ There ’s always enough to go round.” 


Patp TO DATE — The Postage-stamp Canceller. 


Economy IS WEALTH; but it isa kind of wealth that 
the rich man finds it hard to transfer to his son. 


it, staves, hoops, crackers an’ all. 
flopped his tail up higher 'n the maintop, an’ sunk down out o’ sight. 
him agin. Poor ole Billy; he was the most sensitive critter I ever see. 

CLINTON KING. — Did you ever see a mermaid? 

SKEENERS, THE CLAM MAN. — Lots of 'em—but I dunno’s I oughter tell you 
boys any thing about them gals; they don’t dress nor act accordin’ to the way folks is 
brought up round here. We used to pass right close to the rocks they was a-layin’ on 
often, an’ it took me some time to git used to their ways; but after awhile 1 got to know 
some of ‘em by sight, an’ used to bow an’ say ‘‘ Good morning," to'em. There was one 
of ‘em in pertic’ler, a kinder sandy complected gal; she always used to kiss her hand to 
me when we was a-goin’ by, and smile. I rec’lect one of her front teeth had gold fillin’ in 
it. Then there was another one— 

VOICE FROM THE HOusE. — Job! 

SKEENERS, THE CLAM MAN. — There was one of ‘em, I remem — 

VOICE FROM THE HOusE. — Jos! 

SKEENERS, THE CLAM MAN (glancing nervously over his shoulder). — As I was sayin’, 
there was —- 

Mrs. SKEENERS (appearing at the fence). — JOB SKEENERS, I want you te git up an’ 
make tracks into the wood-shed here, jest about as quick as you ever done any thing in yer 
life. If you think I'm goin’ to break my back splittin’ kindlin's, while you 're settin’ there, 
stuffin’ them boys with them pesky lyin’ yarns o’ yourn, you're mistaken. A man like you, 
thet 's never hed the gumption to go more 'n two mile away from this place in his life, 
oughter at least be willin’ to ‘tend to the chores around the house without bein’ drove ! 
I'm gittin’ clean out o’ patience, an — 

SKEENERS, THE CLAM MAN. — Waz-al, I'll hev to leave ye now. I'm expectin’ to 
make a v'y'ge to the Sandwidge Islands ‘long in the Fall; but come round any time 
while I'm here, an’ I ‘Il be glad to talk to ye! 

; F. O. 


CLERICAL CONSISTENCY. 


First DEACON.—The minister preached a fiery sermon oe 
against novel reading last Sunday. I tell you it must 
have had an effect upon the young ladies of the 
congregation who read fiction. 

SECOND DEACON.— Is that so? 
From where did he take his text? 

First DEACON.—Oh, from one 
of the New Testament parables, I 
believe. 






|Tv IS FORTUNATE that the pho- 
nograph was not invented until 
this late age of the world. Some 
poeple can not do twenty-five cents 
worth of business without two dol- 
lars worth of gab. 





PICTURES FROM THE POETS 


AS LonG As the tribe of informers 
holds out, the ‘“‘ peach crop” 
will never be a failure. 


‘* At one stride comes the dark.” 
— Coleridge. 
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MARY’S VIEWS. 


ARY HAD a cosset sheep, 
With fleece ‘like dirty snow ; 
And every June she sheared it off, 
So long the wool did grow. 


The tariff tax kept high the price, 
She raked spondulics in; 

But when her bills she settled up, 
Her purse again was thin. 


At last —and she could cipher some — 
She scratched her head and thought; 

And, after scratching deep and long, 
On this idea she caught: 


«¢Whene’er I sell my Summer clip, 
Protection brings me booty ; 
But when I buy my Winter suit, 
I pay it back in duty.” 
John Solomor. 





AN IMPROMPTU GAME, 


WILLIE (who has left his pretty toy at the head of the steps ).— 
Look Mama! Look quick! 

His MOTHER.— What is it, my dear ? 

WILLIE.— Grandpa's playin’ polo. 


WHAT, HO! GLEN ECHO! 
‘¢T understand President Harrison is buying real-estate in Glen Echo. 
What ’s the meaning of that?” 
««] guess he’s looking for a place where he’ll be able to hear himself 
quoted occasionally.” 


“FOR WHO SHALL SAY HIM NAY?” 
EXAMINER.—What is Stanley’s place in history —I mean as a 
historian ? 
THOUGHTFUL, CANDIDATE. —A soft snap. 


NEWPORT NOMENCLATURE. 
THEY ’RE FAR from broke who at The Breakers dwell; 
Life at Rough Point is smooth and has few shocks; 
But Brother Clews has named his cottage well, 
For no one can deny he has The Rocks. 





WITH THE THERMOMETER AT 95°. 
Mr. Mocus (talking in his sleep).— Dey ain't no res’ fo’ d’ 
ole man. Heah I's gotter go 'n’ chap d’ ice off'n d’ side-walk, 





‘n’ shubble snow out'n d’ basemen’ steps. 


THE WILDERNESS AT HOME. 
HE PRIDES himself much on his knowledge of nations 
Who dwell from Suez to the Sea of Japan; 
ihe ‘aay we WAN But he can’t get off one of our East-side ‘‘ L’’-stations, 
o, uy ATA DY And find his way round without asking a man. 
i, [Ae == 


sy We Mle ee ; : 
Z MAN’s LIFE may be full of suffering; but he is a good deal better off 


than the unlucky fruit-crops. They seem to be always in trouble. 
THE UNITED STATES has no Czar, but she has a G. A. R. 


WE HEAR a good deal about “ paying Party debts;” but the one owed 
to the Country seems to be forgotten. 




















SOME PEOPLE’S EFFORTS to unite style 
and comfort remind one of a pair of 
starched cuffs on a flannel shirt. 


[T Is A good thing to have back-bone ; 
but, unless you are incurably ossified, 
please remember that it is jointed. 





TAKING ONE ON THE SLY. 


LEMUEL GOPHER (in a whisper).— That feller's whole- 
hearted, Mindy. He must'r knowed we ‘ve jest been married, 
t’ be willin’ t’ hide his head once in a while, an’ give us a chance. 


AT FAMILY GATHERINGS in the 
other world it will be hard to 
tell the Chicagoan from the Mormon AN “ALL ROUND” ATHLETE. 

















MUTTER’S 
COUGH SYRUP 


AN ARTICLE 


LIKE 
FRED. BROWN’S 
GINGER 


ONLY REQUIRES A TRIAL TO BE 


IN GREAT DEMAND 


IT 18 MADE FROM THE BEST MATERIALS | 
AND WILL DO ITS WORK. 









BROTHERS’ 


33 UNION SQUARE 


iv PIANOS 
COMPLEXION 
POWDER 


Is an absolute necessity ofa 








refined toilet in this climate 


POZZONI'S 


MEDICATED 


COMPLEXION 
POWDER 


Combines every element of 
beauty and purity. 


SOLD EVERYWHERE. 











THE race is n’t always to the swift. Some- 
times it is to the pool sellers.—Rochester Post- 
“——" SS. 


Lonionde 
st chia 


SPARKLING AND STILL. 
Radically éures 


RHEUMATISM, GOUT, 
DYSPEPSIA, GRAVEL, 


And all Kidney complaints. 
400 Physicians agree that it is the best water on the market. 


Main Office, Nashua, N. H. New York, 323 Broadway. 
Send for Pamphlet. 





889% 





IT WAS TOUGH. 
STAR BOARDER (struggling with his dinner). 
— Er—what is this, Mrs. Slimdiet ? 
LANDLADY.— That is a canvas-back duck. 
STAR BOARDER.— Did n’t—er— you forget to 
take the—er—canvas off ?—Lawrence American. 


A NEw York paper speaks of a bicycle rider | 


taking a ‘‘bad header.” The writer has been 
greatly deceived if he has been told that there 


} 


are ‘*headers” which are not bad.—VYonékers | 


Statesman. 





THE CELEBRATED 


PIANOS 


Are at Present the Most Popular and Preferred by Leading Artists. 
Warerooms: 149, 151, 153, 155 E. 14th St., N. Y. 


SOHMER & CO. 


AGO, ILL... 236 State Stree 
SAN N FRANCI SCO. CAL., Union Ciub B’d’g. 
KAN SAS } CITY, MO., 1123 Main Street. 








«« Paris 
Exposition, 


1889. 


Pears obtained the only gold medal 
awarded solely for toilet SOAP in competi- 


tion with all the world. 


distinction. 





LABOR NOTE. 
WALKING DELEGATE (fondly ).— My dariing, 
you know I love you—shall we make it a tie up? 
WALKING DELEGATE’S LADY LOVE (firmly). 
—Yes, Martin — but if you don’t come in early 
nights after we are married there will be a lock- 
out.— Westborough Tribune. 


“IN THE ‘400’ AND OUT.”—PRICE, $1. 


JEFFERSON. — You ought to go over to the 
town of Holland, Mich. It’s a curious old place. 
All the inhabitants keep up their Holland customs, 
and the place is just like a Dutch town. 

JACKSON.—It must be very different from 





other American towns, which are generally dis- | 


tinctively Irish or German.—A merica. 


AFTER all, there is a good deal of fun in monkeying with | 


a buzz saw.—Atchison Globe. 

‘¢ JUSTIFIABLE BURGLARY” 
brought in by a justice of the peace in Sumner 
County, Kansas, in a case in which the defend- 


was the verdict | 


ants were two boys who broke into an ice-house | 


on the warmest day of the recent hot spell.— | 


Boston Post. 
ACCOUNTED FOR. 
‘‘Living in the country now?” 


“Yes.” 

‘«« Don’t you miss the noise and bustle of the | 
city?” 

‘©No. I have two children.” —£foch. 


TIME may be money; but doing time in jail is by no 
means a lucrative practice, for all that. — St. Joseph News. 


A NEw York brewer is raising chickens down 
on Long Island, and he refers to them as ‘*home 
brood.”— Yonkers Statesman. 


| 
| 


THE Frenchmen have discovered that American | 


pork is diseased with ¢arifina retaliationosis.— 
Washington Star. 


SOMEBODY suggests that Chicago might hold the fair in 
a balloon. — Columbus Dispatch. 





DELICIOUS AND REFRESHING ! ! 


Sold by GROCERS, DRUGGISTS, and 
WINE TRADE everywhere. 937 


Fhighest possible 





For improved and eco- 
nomic cookery. Use it 


for Soups, Sauces, Made 
Dishes, (Game, Fish, 
etc.) Aspic or Meat 
OM any S Jelly. Keeps perfectly 


in all climates for any 
length of time, and is 
OF BEEF. 


cheaper and of finer 
flavor than any other 
stock. 

One pound equal to 
forty pounds of lean 
beef of the value of 
about $7.50. 

Genuine only’ with 
Justus von Liebig’s 
signature as shown. 





SUM MER RESORTS. 





This Popular and Select Hotel has been opened for 
the Season of 1890 on Saturday, June 21st. 

To its former patrons, and others who desire to investi- 
gate its advantages, full particulars and plans will be 
furnished on application at the Howland Hotel, or at the 
Albemarle Hotel, Madison Square, New York. 


Of Janvern & WALTER, Propr’s HENRY WALTER, 
Albemarle Hotel, N. Y. Proprietor. 


“wow: BOWERY BAY BEACH 


The Most Beautiful and Popular Family Resort. 

Only twenty minutes’ sail from New York. DAILY by elegant Steam- 
boats from East 99th St., 12 M., 2,4,6,8P.M. Also fromi Harlem Bridge, 
190th St. and 3d Ave., 10, 12 A. M., 2, 3:30, 5,7 P. M., directly to Grand Pier, 
Bowery Bay Beach. Fare 10c. : bP va half price. Also by horse rail- 
road from East 92d and 34th St. Ferries, New York. R. R. fare ease 

+ IDAWS, from East 99th St., 10, 11 A. M., 12 M., 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 8 P 
lso from Harlem Bridge, 130th ‘st.'and 3d Ave., 10 and 12a. M., then 
Pd es to 10 Pp. M. directly to Grand Pier, Bowery Bay Beach. 
Fare 10c., children half price. Also by horse railroad from 92d St. (Astoria) 
fe i from 6 A. M. until midnight. Fare 10 cents. 945 








A CHEERING WORD — Hurrah !—VYonkers Statesman. 
A CHICAGO plumber has failed. He took ice.—£x. 














A KINDNESS 
TO YOUR SELF 
TRY AT ONCE 


[algae Sying ing 
? Soap 


For sample send 2 cts. box 64.5, New York. 











“DANDRUFF should never | 


be neglected, because its natu - 


al end is in BALDNESS.” 


*¢The persistence of 


ITCHING is peace-de- 
| stroying and exhausting 
to the vital powers.” 


SCRATCHING is not 










a SHAMPOO with 


PACKER’S TAR SOAP 


It is pure, mild, curative, and the ideal toilet soap. 
Physicians recommend its use as a preventive of, and 
remedy for dandruff, itching, baldness, and skin diseases. 
Invaluable to travelers. 25 cents. All Druggists, or 


THE PACKER MFG. CO., 100 Fulton St., N.Y. 


Beall Sample, ro conte, stamps. Mention Puck. | 


Don’t 1 make the 


mistake of over- 





zealously rushing 
into the details of your business 


this Fall, just to show how 


nice, nor half as satisfying as 








much work you can turn off, and 
how much good your vacation 
has done you. Brains cost more 
than machines, and a Reming- 
ton Standard Typewriter will, 
by relieving you of pen drudg- 
ery, give you ample scope for 
the planning and organizing so 


necessary to your success 1n 


these busy days. 









FaNiuy. Boe AAV et NCANs 
IY SHOUL DIN NCANS. 
FER pur uP 1 OnEP ose au 


STEPHEN F. WHITMAN & SON, 
-i- INVENTORS AND SOLE MaN'Fs. ~?- PHI LADELPHIA.~- 


WILHELMSQUELLE 


(BLUE LABEL) 


KRONTHAL 


(RED LABEL) 


Natural Mineral Waters 


l'rom the famous springs of BAD KRONTHAL, TAUNUS, 
GERMANY. Best of Table waters of great digestive qualities. 
For sale by all leading groceries, liquor dealers and druggists 
GALWEY & FELDMANN, NEW YORK, 
SOLE AGENTS. 695 


Use ESTERBROOK’S PENS. 








A NEW kind of behdies is called + tlaghbone 
bricks,” they are sort of a «yeller.”— Yonkers | 
Statesman, 





$ 


To A PoeET IN EXILE. 
‘+I can not sing! ” the grieving heart-harp sighed ; 


‘‘ The breeze that touched me lives bey ond the | 


foam.” 
A rough wind struck it, and its voice replied 
In sweeter music than it made at home. 


O Sorrow, Sister Sorrow! thou dost give 
A richer tone to poets when they cross, 
To seek Eurydice, from where joys live, 
And make them god-like through thy gift of 
loss. 
—Maurice Francis Egan, in Sept. Lippincoti’s. 
EXCITED FEMALE.—Say, if you have filed 
them divorce papers for me I want you to go 
around and stop ’em right away. 
LAWYER.— Have you made it up with him? 
‘“‘Lord, no. I don’t have to. He has just 
been run over by atrain. __I want you to sue the 
ompeny for damages.”— Terre Haute Express. 
Ladies: never have any dyspepsia after a wine glass of Angostura 


Bitters, the genuine of Dr. J. GB, Siegert & Sons. Ask your 
druggist. 













Gives Pearly White Teeth, Ruby Gums, Pure Breath, 
Cooling and Refreshing. 25 cts. Send for book “Care 
4 of Teeth” free. Wright & Co., Chemists, Detroit, Mich. 
Also in liquid or powder form. 





PSS 


Au hats bearing this trade 
mark are our own special styles 
and make. Represented by 
Agents in all Parts of the U. S. 


— RETAIL STORES, — 


147 Broadway & 4 Astor Place, 


S NEW YORK. 
Soto VES 


NEVER despair of making yourself felt some- 
where. If you can’t make an impression abroad, 
try being disagreeable at home.— Kate Field's 
Washington. 





Factory, 
i Grand Ave., Brooklyn, N. Yo 


Summer Outings. 
Evidently the ‘‘ Grand Old Man,” Mr. Gladstone, has been 


impressed with the comprehensive and extensive system of | 


advertising adopted by the proprietors of Pears’ Soap. In 
his eloquent speech on the Local Tax Bill, poetical recol- 
lections were happily mingled with prose impressions in 
his reference to the ‘‘ leaves of Vallambrosa”’ and the ‘‘ ad, 
vertisements of Pears’ Soap,"’ as he exclaimed: ‘' If you were 
to multiply these amendments without limit, and plaster 
your bill with them till they were as thick as the leaves in 
Vallambrosa, or as plentiful as the advertisements of Pears’ 
Soap, you would not prevent the consequences of this clause.” 

But if amendments would not prevent the ill results of an 
unpopular bill, the advertisements of Pears’ Soap are more 
successful in their mission of drawing attention to a soap 
which will be found unsurpassed in preventing the ill effects 
of exposure to the sun, or salt air, on the delicate skins of 
our American beauties; therefore those who have read 
these advertisements will prove themselves ‘‘ wise as 
serpents and harmless (and beautiful) as doves,’ if they 
secure a supply on joining the army of Summer visitors to 
the sad sea waves, or the solemn mountains of our favored 


land. 
EVERY PERSON Can have small and 
pretty feet by usinga 
simple, natural method, the discovery of a 
noted French chiropodist. A lady writes: “I 
have used two packages of PEDINE, and 
the result is wonderful. I wear a No.2 shoe 
now with ease, although heretofore requiring 
alarge 3. It has exceeded my most sanguine 
expectations.” If you are interested in the 
subject, send for free illustrated pamphlet. 
PEDINE is safe, harmiess, and unfailing. 
By mail, securely sealed, 50 cents, 


THE PEDINE CO., 258 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, ° 








EVERYBODY is now trying to keep out of the 
sun; but we notice that man still continues to re- 
side in the moon.— Yonkers Statesman. 





THE BEST $100 BICYCLE MADE. 
Can be adjusted to fit any person, from a boy 
of 12 to a full-grown man. 
Catalogue Free. 
HARTFORD CYCLE Co., 
HARTFORD, CONN. 


| 





| 
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<i Cuticu ra 


] UMORS OF THE BLOOD, SKIN, AND SCALP, whether 

itching, burning, bleeding, scaly, crusted, pimply, blotchy, 
or copper-colored, with loss of hair, either simple, scrofulous, 
hereditary, or contagious, are speedily, permanently, economic- 
ally, and infallibly cured by the Curicura Kemeptes, consisting 
of Curicura, the great Skin Cure, CuTiIcURA Soap, an exquisite 
Skin Pur:ter and Be vwtifier, and Curi.urA Reso_vent, the new 
Blood and Skin Purifier and greatest of Humor Remedies, when 
the best physicians and all other remedies fail, CuTicura 
ReMeEp1gs are the only infallible blood and skin purifiers, and 
daily effect more great cures of blood and skin diseases than all 
other remedies combined. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Curmcura, 50c.; Soap, 25c.; Re 
SOLVEN!, $1. Prepared by Potter Drug and Chemical Corpora- 
tion, Boston, Mass. 

Send for ‘‘ How to Cure Blood and Skin Diseases.”’ 





- Pimples, blackheads, chapped and oily skin prevented “@@ 
by CuTICURA Soap “€ 


"Backache, kidney pains, weakness, and rheumatism 
relieved in one minute by the eclebrated Curicura ANTI- 
PAIN PLA-TER.  25¢ 


THE LATEST AND BEST. 





DELICATE, DELIGHTFUL, LASTING AND ECONOMICAL. 


Its fragrance is eee the opening buds of Spring. Once used 
u will have no other. 


Sola aivaneuitinenes Try It. 


JAS. S. KIRK & CO., Chicago. 


Rowlands 
ml donto 


Ran NON-GRITTY TOOTH POWDER, 

WHITENS: STHET EE TH $ REVE we Ane ARRESTS DE. 
SAY. iN sUMS >» SWEETENS THE 
Sis ror’ ROW 7 AND’s eat 
CN, LONDON, ENGLANE i 


Send $1.25, $2.10, or $3.50 fora superb 
box of candy by express, prepaid, east 
of Denver or west of New York. Suit- 
able for presents. Sample orders so- 
licited. Address, 


Cc. F. CUNTHER, Confectioner 
214 State St., Chicago. 


LYON & HEALY, CHICAGO,¢ 


WILL MAIL FREE |. 
A Compendium or book of useful 7 
information, describing every | 
article required by Bands and} 
Dium Corps, 400 illustrations of 
Band Instruments, Trimmings, 
jete., giving lessons and By-laws ior 
‘Amateur Bands, Drum Majors’ Tactics 
and a select list of Band Music. *% 
























JENNIE WILLIAMS, one of Tony Pastor’s sou- 
brettes, is going to marry Lord Lawrence Petre, of 
Coptford Hall, Essex. Has the misguided girl no 
parent or guardian to prevent her throwing her- 
self away in this manner ?—A/inneafpolis Tribune. 








cYor: - LEAD THE 
BICYCLES —_— 
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SEND Por Cal ee RIGHT. 
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To avoid the evil effects of 
Tea and Coffee, use constantly 
VAN HOUTEN’S COCOA, 
which is STRENGTHENING TO 








THE NERVES and a refreshing 





and nourishing beverage. 
One trial of VAN HOUTEN’S 
Cocoa will convince every one 


of its great superiority in 









strength, _ sor and economy. 













im 


PURE, THE FOREMOST COCOA OF EUROPE. 
SOLUBLE, THE LEADING COCOA OF AMERICA. 
Delicious. Easily Digested — Made Instantly. 





auTeNs CO 


‘‘Best & Goes an — Senge Sale in the World.— Once Tried, Always Used.” 


HIGHEST AWARDS AT 
THE PRINCIPAL EXHIBITIONS 
The Original —Take no other. 


OCOA 
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“You press .the 
button, 


we do the rest.” 








Seven new Styles and Sizes | 
ALL Loapen with Tpansparent Filins. 
For sale by all Photo. Stock Dealers. 
THE EASTMAN COMPANY, 
Send for Catalogue ROCHESTER, N.Y. 


GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. 


W. BAKER & €0.’S 


pBreaklast Cocoa 


Is absolutely pure and 
it is soluble. 


No Chemicals 


are used in its preparation. It has more 
than three times the strength ot Cocoa 
mixed with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more economical, 
costing less than one centacup. It is 
delicious, nourishing, strengthening, Ea- 
| 8ILY DIGESTED, and admirably adapted | 
for invalids as well as persons in health. | 


Sold by Grocers everywhere. 


W. BAKER & CO., Dorchester, Mass. 


BOKER’S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of All 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE. 

To be had in Quarts and Pints. 

L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor, 
78 JOHN STREET, NEW YORK. 

































PATENT 
PILLS. 











A WONDERFUL MEDICINE 


FOR WEAK STOMACH, 
IMPAIRED DICESTION, 
CONSTIPATION, 

—— SICK HEADACHE —— 
DISORDERED LIVER, &c. — 


Sold by all Druggists AT 25 CENTS PER BOX. 
Prepared only by THOS. BEECHAM, St. Helens, Lancashire, England 
B. F. a CO., Sole Agents for United States, 
365 & 367 Canal Street, New York, 

Will (if your druggist does not keep them) mai) Beecham’s Pills on re- 

celpt of price —dut inquire Arst. [Please mention PuCK.] 





PAPA GETTING IN HIS WORK. 

‘¢Ethelinda, darling,” murmured the enrapt- 
ured young man, ‘‘this is the happiest moment 
of my life. I came here this evening, hoping yet 
fearing. I could not put it off any longer. I felt 
that I must know my fate. The suspense was 
killing me. But now—lI swear it by this lovely 
head resting so confidingly on my shoulder, by 
the kiss on your sweet lips, 1—but what was that 
clicking noise I heard just then?” 

‘Nothing, Walter; nothing but Papa. He’sa 
lawyer, you know, but he amuses himself with all 
sorts of queer fads. He’s practicing on us with 
his Kodak. Go on, Walter, dear. What were 
you about to swear?” —Pittsburgh Dispatch. 

GOING TO THE ROo?. 

It is now proposed to prohibit not only the sale, 
but the drinking of liquor in the Senate wing of 
the Capitol. This goes to the root of the matter; 


| but, if stimulants are denied, it will be a matter 
| of humanity to forbid the making of speeches by 


certain Senators. — Detroit Free Press. 

30 cts. ‘fPUCK’S OPPER BOOK.” 30 cts. 
How polite we are to the first man to ask a 

question, and how we hate the tenth man who 

asks it !—<A/fchison Globe. 


MOTHERS BE SURE AND USE MKS. WINSLOW’S SOOTH- 
ING SYRUP for Children Teething. It soothes the = softens the 
gums, allays all pain, cures wind colic and diarrhea. 25 cents a bottle. 


PUCK SUBMITS TO THE 
STRIKERS. 


MonpDaAY, Sept. Ist, 18go. 
12:30 P. M. 
The publishers of PucK are obliged to stop the press at 
this hour to announce a strike that affects their interests, 
and may largely affect those of the readers of this paper. 
The strike in progress—which would have been averted 
had it been possible —is the strike of the Public at large for 
more copies of PICKINGS FROM PuCK. We have decided 
to submit to the demands of the strikers, and to keep on 
printing until the demand for these wonderful books 
ceases, which will certainly not occur before the close of the 
next century. 25 cents of all Newsdealers. By Mail from 
the Publishers on receipt of 306 cents. Crops I, II, III, IV 
and V by mail to one address $1.25. 
Address, THE PUBLISHERS OF PuCK, New York. 


HENRY LINDENMEYR, | 


PAPER WAREHOUSE. 


Nos, 15 & 17 BEEKMAN STRE \ 
BRANCH, 31, 33, 35 & 37 East Hiovsven St. j 


New w Styles 
For 
Fall Wear. 


Chotce 
Foreign 
and 


Domestic 





New York. 





Selection 
excels all 
Sormer 


offorts. 


See them, 
whether you 





entend 
Patterns have 

arriving uying 

daily. or not. 

Suits Overcoats 
to order to order 

from $20.00 from $18.00 
143 & 147 and 771 


et ’ 
New York City. 


Bowery 
New York City, 


‘ 


Samples and self-measure rules mailed on application. 








NO DINNER’ 


is Complete without Soup. 
By Using 
Armour’s Beef Extract 


you can make delicious soup for six per- 
sons at a total cost of ten cents. 


ARMOUR’S EXTRACT, 
FOR 
Soups, Sauces, Bouillon or Beef Tea, 


The Strongest, Richest, Most Nutritious, 
and Therefore the Most Economical, * 
For Sale By Druggists and Grocers. 


Awarded the Gold Medal, Paris,1889 
WEIS & CO. 


Manufacturers of Meerschaum Pipes, 











first Prize Medal, bag 













Smokers’ Articles, etc., wholesale and re. 
tail, 399 Broadway, N. Y. [actories, 69 
Walker Street, and Vienna, Austria. Sterling 
silver-mounted Pipes and Bowls made up in new- 
est designs. Catalogue Free. Please mention Puck. 259* 





HAT Uncle Sam and Aunt Columbia think, etc., of 
ASHINGTON and Seattie its Metropolis. ‘Address 
Eshelman, Llewellyn&Co. , Seattle,Wash. 


BEST: COUGH- - MEDICINE J 








CURES WHE 
Tastes good. 
Sold by Druggists. 





“SS FOR - CONSUMPTION 


Tier FOUNTAIN PENS 


are the best made. Hold ink for week’s use. Price $4.60 and 
vere. AGENTS WANTED. Circulars free. 
J.C. ULLRICH & CO., 108 Liberty St., New York. 


Many mitate, None Equal 





CAUTION w. L. Dougias Shoes are ware 


ranted, and every pair has his 
name and price stamped on bottom. 





W. L. DOUCLAS 
$3 SHOE centitmen. 


$5.00 Genuine Hand-sewed, an elegant and styl- 
ish dress Shoe which commends itself 

$A .00 Hand-sewed Welt. A fine calf Shoe un. 
equalled for style and durability. 

$350 Goodyear Welt is the standard dress Shoe, 
at a popular price. 

8.50 Policeman’s Shoe is especially adapted for 
railroad a farmers, etc. 

Congress, Button and Lace. 


$3 & 82 SHOES LADIES, 


have been most faverah y received since introduced 

Ask your Dealer, f he cannot supply you send di- 
rect to factory — advertised price, or a peste! for 
order blanks. W. L. ‘Tooug! las, Broekton, 











The 
Daylight 


A steady, white 
and strong 

light. 

A cleanly, simple, 
easily manipulated, 
burner. 


Lamp. 





These words mean much. 
To learn more, write to 
Daylight Lamp Co., 38 
Park Place, New York, or 
to Craighead & Kintz Co. 
the manufacturers, 33 Bar- 


fp IsHunes 


yTIFUL IN FINISH * QUICK N ACTION 


«oO FREE® 


IN TON 


CHE S. H. PARSONS & Co. 


292 BROADWAY.NEW YORK 


Logon Paace 


THE ee 


















W-PRICE 
TER 


Catalogue free. Address Typewriter Department, POPE 
MANUFACTURING teed posta, New York, Chicago. 


A BASELES S FABRICATION. 

JULIA FIFTYSEVENTHSTREET. — Grandma, 
Emma told me that you and Grandpa used to 
keep a corner grocery, years ago. 

GRANDMOTHER.— Well, she was mistaken. 

JuL1A.— Yes, I knew it—that’s what I told 
her. 

GRANDMOTHER. — We used to keep a grocery, 











i ’s Weekly. 


PUCK’S (¢é i. i 10 Cents. 
LIBRARY All 
No. 38. Newsdealers. 


GooD AT ARITHMETIC. 

Lapy (in employment office). — As there is 
only my husband and myself in the family, I 
think you ought to be willing to come for less 
than you ask. There are only two persons to 
cook for. 

DoMESTIc.— But, Mum, when I’m wid you 
ave ’ud be three.— Mew York betel 


THIS FUNNY WORLD — 


AS “PUCK” SEES IT. 


_ PRICE, 30 Cts. — BY MAIL, 35 Cts. 





AFTER A STOL EN KIss. 
SHE (with pretended anger).—- You are a per- 
fect imp o’ darkness. 
Hr.— No—No! You mean an imp-o’-lite- 
ness.— Munsey’s Weekly. 








> PUCK. 


MISTRESS (during a heated term).— Get din- 
ner to-day on the gasoline stove, Bridget. 


BRIDGET.— Plaze, Mum, I did thry, but th’ 
stove wint out. 

MISTRESS.— Try again, then. 

BRIDGET. — Yis, Mum; but it’s not come 
back yit. It wint out t’rough th’ roof.— xr. 


WANTED. An intelligent, high class and energetic soliciting agent 

in each state for the Meg oie Automatic Check Punch.” The 

best ip the market. Price, $25.00. For terms apply to 7 
- STARK «& CO., 303 Broadway, New York. 


INDEX AND TiTLE-PaGe VoL. 27, 
NOW READY. 

Matled I'ree of Charge te Any Address. 
JUbDGr.— What is the man charged with ? 
OFFICER.— Electricity, your Honor. He stole 

a battery.— Ze.ras Siftings. 




























For TorLet Use 
pea 
home 


thousands of families, at 


family ” 


WILLIAMS’ 


that is so refreshing. 
self to every one who tries it. 












i) to ccunteract this irritation. 


>? 
the most perfect condition. 
For free 


C. F. MILBURN, the great Wagon Maker of Toledo, Ohio, 
recommends BRADYCI OTINE as certain to cure HEADACHE. 








: 
| 


| 


only for shaving, but ie the bath and general ‘ToILer “Use. 
WILLIAMS’ 
| SOAP is admirably adapted, and is now used by thousands and 
and 
need hesitate to follow the example set by so many il- 
lustrious “heads of the Nation.” 
BARBERS’ 
cream, and creates a most delicious, soothing lather. 

It leaves the skin with that soft and cleanly feeling 
It is not expensive, and recommends it- 
We want you to try it. 

Don’t think that because Williams’ Soap was origi- 
nally intended for Shaving it can’t be good for the /od/et. 

That’s just the noint. 
irritating process, it requires a soap soothing, delicate, and /ealing, 


| This Williams’ Soap has done in millions and millions 
fe} and millions of cases, is sti!l doing, will do in many millions more. 

As a ToiLer adjunct, it acts in precisely the same 
manner—softening, soothing, healing, and preserving the skin in 


sample or pound package, address 


] THE J. B. WILLIAMS CO., Glastonbury, Conn., U. S. A., 


Proprietors of the famous ‘‘ Genuine Yankee Shaving Soap” 
Williams’ Shaving Stick. 


year or more. 
ages to any address for 40 cents in stamps, —~% 


THE T B. WILL IAMS Co., Glastonburv 


SANITAS 


Wisintectants 








“We, the undersigned, Medical and Surgical Officers of the 


following hospitals, hereby declare, 
disinfectant and antiseptic, 
‘ Dr. Bassi, Physician of the City Hos apite alin Venice, 

Dr. CARLO, Physician to the General Hospital of Venice 

Dr. Guiseppr, Physician to the City Hospital in Venice.” 
FOR SALE BY DRUGGISTS, 

For Reports by Medical _ Chemical Experts, prices in bulk, ete., 

apply to the 


“Ugo 
: ‘Pa iluello 


that ‘ Sanitas’ is an excellent 


Factory, 636 642 2 West 55th Street, N. Y. 675 


aske¢ 


’m 


‘* Why did you quit buying milk of me?” 


a dealer of an old customer. ** Because | 


l 


a 


man who never takes water.”— J/unsey'’s Weekly. 































To any one, old or 
young, sending us the 
name of this Prrsipent, 
and enclosing a 2-cent 
Stamp to pay postage, 
we will send a sample 
cake of WILLIAMS’ 
SOAP for Tor.er User, 
and a little Primer re- 
garding its various uses, 
Enclose stamp, and 
address 

The J. 8. Williams Co., 
Glastonbury, Conn, 











Twenty-T wo of 
the PREsIDENTs of 
the United States 
have used WILL- 
JAMS’ famous 
Shaving Soap, zot 


famous BARBERS’ 
“head of a 


abroad. No 


SOAP is delicate as 


Since Shaving 1s naturally an 


and 


This cut represents a PouND package of WILL- 


IAMS’ BARBERS’ BAR SOAP, as you will find 
it at your druggist’s, 


It contains 6 round cakes. 
A pound package would last you (one person) a 
We mail one of these pound pack- 





SOME one has said, ‘¢‘ There is no rest for the 


wicked,” but they forget. There is arrest. — 


Prison Mirror. 





{ | PUCK. 

















HER MAIDEN REVERY. } \, 


And grieve, with ample reason : 
I mourn the year of ’g0— and 
I mourn the buried season. 


| 
j SIT, MY CHEEK upon my hand, | | 
| 
! 








My 
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A “t 
‘Yhe men have flocked about me all A bey Ps 
Upon the sandy beaches, < } — \ ( | 
They ‘ve danced with me a many a ball, 7 \ / ia 
\ And galloped windy reaches. “Lr 


! 

{ They ‘ve haled me up the mountain-side ; é 

i * They've helped me o’er the river — 

l But though my waiting-maid 's a bride, 

} Yet I go on forever — 

| And men may come and men may go, 
But I go on forever. 


} 

They sang, they sailed, they talked, they danced — | 

i So many Summer swallows — 

But never one of all advanced, 
As usually follows. 


| They took me yachting ‘mong the gulls, 

| = With brie htsome breezes blowing, 

| And rowed me home with four-pair-sculls — 
A curious way of rowing. 








They did— they did—I know not what — 
Tom, Richard, likewise Harry — 

I only know what they did ot: 
They did n't once say ‘‘ Marry!” 


And that is why I sit and sigh, 

And with sufficient reason ; 
What comfort is it now that I 
| Was Belle of all the Season ? 


The modern man's a celibate —- 

Perhaps that 's where he 's clever — 
His girls may still await their fate, 

While he flirts on forever — 
He'll flirt me on to twenty-eight ; 

And /'ll go on forever — 

Forever — 

And I’ll go on forever ! 














J.Ottmann Lith.Co. puck stos. ny. 


THE CLOSE OF THE SEASON. 
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